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•flier's business in Chicago was wiped out, and I was jerked out of an
expensive prep school to spend my teens on a run-down farm in
northern Illinois. My father went to pieces when he lost his "business
—my mother wouldn't let him forget his failure—and I had to work
on the farm to see my two sisters through high school. Those days I
lived in terror I would miss out on college, and I didn't get there un-
til I was twenty-one. My engineering degree—the scrap of paper
for which I'd sweated blood—eventually got me picked for a filling-
station job from among two hundred other scared and hungry appli-
cants.
When I married Lucy, I was earning fifteen dollars a week. I
wore a pair of borrowed shoes on our honeymoon, and after I re-
turned those shoes I stuffed paper in the only pair I owned to keep
out the weather. Lucy never knew. Why should she? I was the man,
the breadwinner.
To shield and protect Lucy, to take care of her, has always been a
major objective of mine. I'm too well acquainted with the rough
stuff of competition to be willing to let her in on any part of it I
enjoy my present business, but it is a speculative business. I manu-
facture prefabs and trailers and promote housing developments.
Any speculative business is a rat race. You either swim or you sink,
and you sink mighty fast.
Lucy complains about my drinking. Sure, she has a right to. But
she knows nothing of the tensions I undergo. They're partly inciden-
tal to my personal make-up, of course. One day I feel fine, and the
next day—bang—I feel as though the world had me by the throat
Perhaps IVe just bought a carload of material at a bargain, but sud-
denly I don't believe it's a bargain any more. Tm skeptical—the
deal was too easy. I need a drink. I see an absolutely secure option
slip away from me. I see myself a failure like my father. I need an-
other drink.
Everybody in my crowd drinks. I drop in a bar of an afternoon to
pick up the news and trade lies with the next fellow; I maneuver to
sell him 500 prefabs and he deploys to sell me 10,000 tires, and Hfe
takes on a little glitter. False fitter, maybe, but nevertheless—glit-

